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Her frantic city's flashing heats
But fire to blast the hopes of men. Why change the titles of your streets? You fools, you'll want them all again. Yet hands all round! God the tyrant's cause confound! To France, the wiser France, we drink, my friends, And the great name of England round and round.
Gigantic daughter of the West,
We drink to thee across the flood, We know thee most, we love thee best,
For art thou not of British blood? Should war's mad blast again be blown,
Permit not thou the tyrant powers To fight thy mother here alone,
But let thy broadsides roar with ours. Hands all round! God the tyrant's cause confound! To our great kinsmen of the West, my friends, And the great name of England round and round.
O rise, our strong Atlantic sons,
When war against our freedom springs!
0  speak to Europe thro' your guns! They can be understood by kings.
You must not mix our Queen with those
That wish to keep their people fools; Our freedom's foemen are her foes, She comprehends the race she rules. Hands all round! God the tyrant's cause confound! To our great kinsmen of the West, my friends, And the great cause of freedom round and round1.
1 " The third of February, 1852," is not printed here because it was included in the Poems (ed.  1872).    Other contributions appeared in the Examiner, but my father did not think them good enough to be reprinted.